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Trieste he gazed at the red fezes of a Bosniak regiment in garrison in the
castello, and listened to an old Triestino explaining in Italian to a little
boy that these were now loyal soldiers of the Emperor-King, though
their fathers had made it hot for the old man and his comrades in A.D.
1878, when they had been serving in the expeditionary force that had
been sent by the Imperial-Royal Government to occupy Bosnia in that
year. Next day, in his through-carriage from Trieste to Flushing, he
noticed quantities of German soldiers drilling in green fields sandwiched
between greener hop-gardens in Bavaria, without registering any sharper
impression from this ominous sight than he had received, eleven months
earlier, from the headlines displaying the latest news from Agadir in
special editions of the Parisian Press. He had no sooner reached his
journey's end at Southwold than, finding himself in hospital with
dysentery contracted through drinking treacherously clear running
water from a stream between the mouth of the River Eurotas and the
town of Yythion, he plunged back into the reading that he had had to
interrupt in the previous September. Before he was convalescent he had
finished reading Strabo's Geographica and had started reading Pausa-
nias* A Personally Conducted Tour of Hellas \ and, before he had finished
with Pausanias during his first term at Oxford as a don, he had begun to
suffer acutely from the nemesis that is the penalty for the quest of omni-
science within however narrowly restricted an intellectual allotment.

A scholar in quest of intellectual omniscience is, indeed, courting the
same nemesis as a soul in quest of spiritual perfection. Each successive
advance that he makes towards achieving his ideal sends his standard
soaring higher in a geometrical progression that leaves his arithmetically
progressing attainments ever farther behind. Just as the aspirant to
sainthood is the more crushingly self-convicted of sin each time that he
attains a yet loftier spiritual altitude above the ceiling of ordinary
mortals, so the aspirant to omniscience is the more crushingly convicted
of ignorance each time that he makes a fresh addition to an already super-
human stock of knowledge. In both careers the gap between aim and
achievement thus grows only the wider the greater the achievement
comes to be; and the nemesis of this inevitable progressive defeat, in a
race which a finite Human Nature has condemned itself in advance to
lose by impiously pitting itself against God's infinity, is a moral regress
from frustration through disillusionment into cynicism.

After having tasted for himself the pains of this unprofitable pursuit of
an hallucination, the present writer was liberated from the spell of an im-
aginary implacable post-mortem examiner by an intellectual event in his
own for inttrieur that had nothing to do with the wars and rumours of
wars1 which, from the outbreak of the First Balkan War on the I7th
October, 1912, to the outbreak of the First World War on the ist August,
1914,2 were bearing down upon the Western World with a roar that was
growing louder as fast as the thunder of an approaching express train.

In the summer of A.D. 1911, during his intensive course of reading

1  Matt. xxiv. 6; Mark xiii. 7; Luke xxi. 9.

2  Germany was at war with Russia by that date. Great Britain did not find herself at
War with Germany till the 4th.